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through die green arciies of the wych elms. Then the glowing roses
of the Vicarage lawn and the blue mountains beyond broken by the
dark Castle Clump.
Wednesday, 12 July
There came begging through the village today three girls
tall dressed in ragged black with naked legs and feet. The eldest was a
straight girl with a profusion of curling chestnut hair. The second
girl was slighter. Her tattered bkck frock hardly covered her knees,
her delicate beautiful slender limbs were bare and whiter by con-
trast with her bkck dress, and her pretty white feet small and shapely
were bruised and worn with travel.
Thursday, 13 July
As 1 sat at breakfast I heard the drone of bagpipes. A man was
playing at the New Inn. He came playing down the road and
stopped in front of the forge droning on while the blacksmith'?
children danced before him. He could not complain that he had
piped to the Clyro children and they had not danced. He was a
wild swarthy Italian-looking man, young, with a steeple-crowned
hat, and full of uncouth cries and strange outland words. He moved
on from the forge to the inn still playing while the children still
danced before him. I could see the group through the screen of
chestnuts.
Poor Captain Brown used to say he could go anywhere and do
anything under the influence of the bagpipes. It seems to me that
1 could go anywhere and do anything to get out of the sound of
them. He found them warlike, exciting, inspiriting. I find them
intolerable. A droning wailing whine, no tune. I had far rather
go into battle to the sound of a barrel organ.
Friday, 14 July, St. Swithins Eve
I went to Hereford to see the dentist McAdam. He showed me
the apparatus for giving people the new anaesthetic laughing gas
which he thinks much safer than chloroform, indeed quite safe. In
the street two or three French or Italian boys were singing the
Marseillaise to a beautiful harp and violin accompaniment. The
afternoon became lovely, very hot, and being early for the 3.15
return train I strolled across the meadows near the Moorfields
Station. I got out at Whitney and went to the Rectory. I dined
with the girls and their father. He told me of the sermons which

